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Vanilla and Lemon, per gal 65c
Fruits and Chocolates, per gal 75c
Coffee and Banana, per gal 76c
Almond and Macaroon, per gal $1.00
Bisque and Tnttifrutti $1.00 to 1.25
Bricks and Euchre $1.00
Sherbets and Ices Coc

Sweet Cream COc

Cream delivered to New Albany and
Jeffersonville; also shipped to all ship-

ping points.

A specialty. It is the purest and best.

Telephones 2144 and 2588.
BSTSpecial rates to hotels, dealers and

large orders.
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Walsh the Tailor, i
232 FOURTH AYE. j
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RIVERVIEW PARK

Is Now Open to the Public
A few select dates for picnics, etc.,

open. Call at office, 413 W. Jefferson.

CONCERT EVERY SUNDAY

By PROF. MORBACH'S BAND.

LION GARDEN
NOW READY FOR

Picnics, Socials,
- -Lawn-Fetes- .-

This Garden has been newly decorated
and refurnished for the present season,
with first-clas- s appointments of all kinds,
and invites the inspection of Sunday-schoo- l,

church and society committees
before closing contracts.

Lion Garden is a cool, pleasant retreat,
easily accessible, with street-ca- r transfers
to all parts of the city. For terms and
dates address or call on

WILLIAM BAUER,
Lessee and Manager.

0 'Weill's
New Studio,

342 W. Alarket St.

Positively the Finest Work.

Reduction, in prices for
thirty days to introduce
my Pictures.

JOHN P. KELLY & SON

DEALERS IN

Groceries,
Vegetables,

Fresh Meats,
Produce.

Seventeenth and Bank Streets,

Special attention given to
family orders, and goods de-

livered to all parts of the
city.

St. Nicholas Hote

EUROPEAN PLAN.

VVH. FLEISCHER, Prop.

Corner Sixth and Court Place,

A First Class Restaurant In Connection

ROOMS FROM 50c Up.

HERE YOU ARE FOR

mi i inPRESTON AND MARKET.

.
ODORLESS VAULT GLEANING.

JOHN KAtatJVEJY.
Telephones 1097-183- 0..

DttV WELL DIOOINO.' Offers hy II will
" rMvptMMtitaMMi.

"It mnkesa charming picture undoubt-
edly. Of course one can not, ns an art-

ist, fail to be struck with the ritual of

the Romish church, and as a matter of

fact, if one believed in Revelation there
is no other possible church for a sensible
person to belong to."

The speaker was Miss Clare Wynne,
an artist by profession. She was essen-

tially a product of the latter end of the
nineteenth century. In no other era
could she have flourished as she was cer-

tainly doing at present. The child of
well-to-d- o people of the upper middle
class who had, however, no very strong
religious convictions, she had been
highly educated as far as her mind went,
but her soul had been subjected to a
spiritual starvation which resulted in her
becoming what she termed a "free-

thinker." She was twenty-tw- o now, a
bright, winsome, well set up girl with a
mild, sweet expression of countenance
that was utterly at variance with her pro-

nounced views and self-wil- l, for she was
terribly self-wille- d.

Her companion was a man who tow
ered above her in height and was propor-
tionately built. He was not particularly
handsome, but had a pleasing face and a
manly, erect carriage. He was Clare's
affianced lover, Ernest Ward, the son and
heir of a country gentleman of large for-

tune, and he worshipped Clare with all
the strength of his mind and body. He
loved her with an intensity of love that
does not fall to every one's share and
treated her with a reverential tenderness
that even she. with all her advanced ideas
of woman's equality with the sterner
sex, could not but accept as the recogni-
tion of her feminine frailty. In theory
she repudiated the idea of receiving
those small attentions and that delicate
courtesy which a chivalrous man delights
in paying to womankind; she flattered
herself that she would have been better
pleased had Ernest met her upon more
equal terms, but we doubt nevertheless
whether she would have obtained the
satisfaction she fondly imagined from
such a course of procedure.

The betrothed pair had just left the
Church of the Immaculate Conception in

Farm street, London, where Ernest had
been assisting at benediction and Clare
had been feasting her aesthetic soul on
the beauties of the ceremony. They
were going to Clare's studio to view her
latest picture intended for the Royal
Academy exhibition. Ernest was look-

ing troubled, as well he might, for the
following reasons.

Twelve months previously he had be-

come engaged to Clare Wynne, and now
in the meantime he had, during a tour
abroad, become convinced of the claims
of the Catholic religion to be the only
true one. To be convinced with him was
a near preliminary to being received into
the church, and so today, the feast of
Ouf Lady 's "Nativity, found him in real
truth a sincere Catholic. All his thoughts
were now for Clare, but his prayers and
efforts for her conversion to Christianity
had been so far unavailing.

V
The studio was reached, and Ernest

gently divested Clare of her hat and
jacket, she submitting with a very good
good grace for one of her vaunted opin-

ions.
She had chosen "The Death of St.

Agnes" as her subject, and well had her
talented brush done the work.

"Isn't she lovely!" she cried, drawing
aside the curtain which hid her now
finished work, and Ernest gazed at it
long and rapturously. "What inspiration
prompted you to choose that subject?"
he asked at length. "If you were a
Catholic in heart and soul as well as
being the little genius you are, it could
not have been done better.

"Oh, flatterer!" exclaimed Clare, but
with a heightened color that certainly
did not indicate displeasure. "Why
should I not take that subject as well as
any other from mythology; it i3 just "
She broke off suddenly as a look at Ern-

est's face revealed if not actual displeas-
ure at least a certain disappointment.
"I beg your pardon," she said, "I'm
treading on your pet corn now, am I not?
But you know I quite forgot that you be-

lieved all these these things." She had
been going to say "fables" irom sheer
force of habit.

Ernest had recovered. He put his arm
round her slender waist and drew her
over to the large window.

"Poor, little heathen," he said. "If
you could only share my happiness to-

day!"
"I am very happy," Clare pouted,

with a pretty shrug that was more indi-
cative of the 'spoiled child than of the
strong-minde- d women of many rights.

"Well, let us sit down here," said
Ernest, pulling up a lounge. "I want to
talk to you seriously." And talk seri-

ously he did, putting before her the re-

sponsibilities which had come to him
with his new religion. Clare listened to
it all with comparative calmness till there
came the question of the promise that
would be exacted from her of allowing
any children of their marriage to be
brought up as Catholics. "I could not
possibly promise such a thing. I have
been very liberal; you know I believe in
entire liberty of conscience and creed,
and so how could I, acting tip to my
convictions, how could I allow my chil-

dren to have their minds biased and their
souls trammeled with your
religious teachings? No, Ernest, my
children should be absolutely free on
that point. If when they grew up they
chose to confonn, to any religious belief,
I should not prevent them so doing, but
I must positively decline to allow what
you call religious principles to be dinned
into them from their infancy."

Ernest listened to this with a face
which was ghastly in its pallor, It
meant only one thing to him, and that
was a parting forever from the one
woman he had ever loved or ever could
love

'Yonwll think 'it over, Clare, 'iny I
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darling," he begged, "because as long
as you are in your present frame of mind
we I "

"We can never be more than what
we are to each other," she interrupted,
rising and looking at him coldly.

"Listen, Clare," he said, taking hold
of her small wrist and trying to draw
her down to him. "Can not you see
what it means to me?"

"It means a lot to your imagination,
doubtless," she replied scornfully, draw-
ing away her hand. "Here you bring
me quite a supposititious case, and make
all this fuss about it. But I have stated
my opinions and am not likely to alter
them in any way." Slowly t.he took the
diamond ring from her finger and held it
out to Ernest, but the hand that offered
it trembled a little.

"Take it," she said. "Our engagement
is at an end. You are free."

"I can not take it, Clare. Don't look
at me like that, dearest. Keep it at least
till tomorrow."

She turned and deposited it on a small
tray, saying coldly:

"It is all the same to me."
Two minutes later Ernest was gone,

and Clare had thrown herself on one of
the big rugs on the floor, a heap of sob-

bing humanity. The next morning's
post brought back his ring to Ernest
Ward.

The Royal Academy exhibition was
over, and Clare Wynne's name was in
every one's mouth. She had been con-

gratulated on her extraordinary success
until she was tired of hearing about it.
Her own youth and beauty in combina-

tion with her talent were freely dis-

cussed in the public press, but praise or
adverse criticism were alike thrown away
upon her. She felt that all was vanity
and affliction of spirit, and to no one
could she turn for comfort.

Ernest was gone she knew not whither,
and her heart was filled with bitterness
against him. She tried hard to find solace
in her work, but though she had her
moments of forgetfulness, she could not
obtain any permanent relief.

"I have nothing to live for," she would
cry out sometimes, and then she would
dash down her brushes and weep tears
hot and vexatious.

Then again she would resume her work
with a feverish energy. She was deter-
mined that her fame should spread to all
quarters of the globe.

"He will hear of it," she would say to
herself. "He will see that I am quite
independent of him."

It was during this time that she turned
out some of her best work, and Ernest
heard of it, as she had thought. Poor
Ernest!

Two years had winged their way into
eternity when one day Clare received a
letter from a distinguished Catholic no-

bleman asking her to undertake the work
of painting the walls of a convent chapel
with certain subjects which he would
choose.

Clare, who was somewhat run down in
health, thought that a few months' so-

journ in Devonshire would do her good,
so she accepted the commission.

Never would she forget the impression
which her first contact with the nuns and
convent made upon her.

It was toward the close of autumn, and
the trees and hedges displayed a glorious
wealth of crimsoning foliage; as she
neared the convent, which lay at some
distance from the town, a sweet-tone- d

bell rang out upon the peaceful air it
was the compline bell, she was told.

She could see the gray spire ol the
convent chapel rising above the circle of
trees which had hid the rest of the con-

ventual buildings from sight, and she
began to feel a soothing calm stealing
upon her wearied soul.

In the space of a week she became
wonderfully at home with the nuns, some
of whom were sent to her especially dur-
ing their recrei'tion hour to walk with
and entertain her. When the light
waned she would take a book and sit in
the small chapel railed off from the sanc-

tuary for the use of extems, and pre-

tending to read, would fall into deep
trains of thought, while the nuns in
gentle, plaintive tones chanted the divine
office.

Often, too, she remained for benedic-

tion, and at last was so impressed with
the evident sincerity and deep devotion
of the nuns that she admitted to herself
that this religion which they practiced so
assiduously was if not true, at least well
founded.

Among the pictures which were to
adorn the walls she left to the last that
of a full leugth figure of our Lord show-

ing His Divine Heart, with the inscrip-
tion written below, "It is all love and
mercy." This Clare felt was to be her
masterpiece, and she threw her whole
heart and soul into the work. As it grew
under her hands she loved it. She was
irresistibly drawn toward it, and the
words which she was to paint beneath it
constantly recurred to her mind.

"It is all love and mercy!"
One evening Clare had put the finish-

ing touches to her work, and standing at a
distance she was examining it critically.
The mother prioress came up gently to
her side and said softly: "It is beautiful.
What must the reality be?"

Clare gave a start. The reality! Yes,
surely there was a reality somewhere
surely there was more than the emptiness
and weariness which at times weighed
upon her so heavily.

She turned suddenly and, clasping the
wondering nun in a close embrace, said
in piteous tones: "How happy you are

you belieye in Him. I believe noth-
ing. Oh, do help trie to believe, too."

'Dear child. He will help you Him-
self, He is all love and mercy," said
the nun, "Come here and tell Him
all." ,

t Clare, Who had tiurst Into tears, suffered
herself o be led before the tabernacle

where, sinking down on her knees, she

"Oh God, if there be a God, help me to
believe."

And there in the still shadow of the
sanctuary, with only the light of the lit-

tle crimson lamp shining upon her, she
bowed her beautiful head in very subjec-
tion.

Not many weeks later the artistic world
was all astir with the news of Miss
Wynne's "going over to Rome." Know-
ing as they all did what her opinions
were, surprise was the order of the day.

"However," remarked one, spitefully,
and the sentiment was echoed by many,
"there is a very potent factor to be con
sideredErnest Ward."

Ernest read the news. He was in
Africa, and the paper he saw was a month
old. Without losing a day he started 011

his return to England.
Clare had given him up. For months

she had heard nothing of him. She
thought he was lost to her, but it was an
immense relief for her to think that some
day he would knew of her newly-foun- d

happiness.
One day she had beeu out, and on

returning found a small parcel directed
to her in a hand that sent all the pulses
of her heart throbbing wildly. With
eager, trembling fingers she opened it.
Something dropped out and rolled upon
the ground.

It was her engagement ring, and in
the covering she found Ernest's card.
She did not send it back this time.

The next day a well-know- n step, minus
perhaps some of its former confidence,
was heard coming up to her studio.

"Ernest!"
"My dearest Clare!"
That was all they said, for words would

not come. A picture of the Sacred
Heart occupies a prominent position in
the house of Mr. Ernest Ward and his
artist wife. Catholic Fireside.

NATURAL BRIDGE,

Trip to One of Kentucky's Won-

ders of Nature and Beauty
by Our Correspondent.

Special Letter to the Kentucky Irish
American.!

Fkanki'okT, Ky., June 22. A perfect
day, congenial crowd, splendid railroad
coaches, courteous railroad officials, a
remarkable spot at the journey's end of
whose beauties, attractions and natural
wonders the half has never been told
these were a few of the many features
which went to make the excursion to
Natural Bridge on Sunday last a delight
while it lasted and something which will
live as a pleasant memory to the writer
for a long time to come. Nothing was
lacking for the day's pleasure, everything
connected with the occasion being well
nigh perfect. Our train, which pulled
out of Frankfort at 9:30 a. m., was com-

posed of eight well-fille- d coaches of jolly
excursionists. After a short run of twenty-e-

ight miles we reached Lexington, the
gem of the blue grass, at 10:20 a. 111. Our
train was then switched from the L. & N.
railroad to the L. & E. railway and three
more coaches added, and at 10:115 we left
over the Lexington & Eastern railway
for Natural Bridge. A ride of sixty-tw- o

miles up this road is a rare treat and a
diversion in itself. The condition of the
road is now such that all the unpleasant
features of travel have" been reduced to a
minimum, while the facilities afforded
for comfort and enjoyment are many and
marked. Leaving Lexington for a time
we passed through glorious fields of
growing grain and agricultural activity,
blooded stock browsing 111 blue grass
pastures or lolling beside some limpid
brook, beneath the shade of wondrous
forest trees, bespeak one great unrivaled,
unquestioned glory of Kentucky. Con-

tinuing the journey we passed out of the
blue grass regiou into a section of the
State not so famed, although marvelous
in the grandeur of its rustic beauty. This
is what is commonly called the mountain
region of the State, upon whose crags and
knolls and beneath whose flinty soil un
told millions of timber and mineral
wealth repose. Here the scenery is pict-
uresque and often inspiring in its rugged-nes- s.

Towering timber-crowne- d peaks,
madly rushing torrents, startling yet
beautiful cascades, these tell of the age
upon ages gone when Nature battled with
herself, of the fabled days of giants and
gnomes, and hold a subtle suggestion of
the weird and wondrous strains of "Lo-
hengrin." .

At Natural Bridge a few people alight-
ed, but nearly all went 011 to Torrent the
Wonderful, that gem of wild mountain
scenery, that strange and startling prank
which Nature played upon her own coun-
tenance in some day of awful antiquity.
Manager Frazier, of the Park Hotel, was
ready and waiting to receive the crowd,
and with true graciousuess he did so.
The uniqueness and grandeur of the
scenery surrounding this arch of Nature's
torrent baffles description. One can look
upon them long and marvel at their
strangeness and beauty, and with the
looking the wonder grows. All too soon
did the pleasant moments speed away
and the time for depart uie come. With
a reluctant farewell ,!ook the departure
was finally taken and good-by- e said to
Torrent.

Arriving at Natural Bridge in a few
minutes all left the train to find amuse-
ment for two hours, in inspecting the
attractions of this wonderful place. Many
of the excursionists climbed the moun-
tain and viewed with wonder and delight
the grand exhibition of Nature's handi-
work, Natural Bridge. Volumes descrip-
tive of the magnificence of the scenery
surrounding this wonderful place might
be written and the half not be told. It
simply defies description and I shall not
endeavor to do it. At G o'clock we left
for home, feeling fully repaid for havinu
ridden 100 miles in, crowded coaches.
Thereturn trip was pleasantly made and
we arrived home at 10 o'plock, happy in
the knowledge of having spent a day
viewing Nature's woJders. D. ). M.

Fraaer has been pltching-goo- d 'tall for
PhiladelpuiaHhU year v

IN LINE OF DUTY.

Corporal iliggins Drowned in Crossing
Pasig River to Repel an Attack

ol the Filipinos.

Mis Commanding Officer Reports to the
Family in a Letter of Condolence

to the Father.

That the United States Government
looks after every detail of its soldiers,
notes and records every event concerning
them, and appreciates the love and anx-
iety of parents and friends regarding
them, is manifested ir the case of Cor-

poral William L. Iliggins, son of the pro-

prietor of the Kentucky Irish American,
who was drowned April 30, in the Philip-
pines. The Philippines arc 10,000 miles
from the national capital, and the mea-

ger telegraphic report of the young man's
death was ull the stricken family could
obtain at the time, bnt were promised a
full account as soon as it could be off-

icially made. The following letter has
beeu received from Second Lieutenant
John B. Schoeffel, Company B, Ninth U.
S. Infantry:

Paturos, Philippine Islands,- - May
4, 1890. Mr. Iliggins, Louisville, Ky.
Sir: The sad duty of notifying you of
the death by drowning of Corporal Will-

iam L. Higgins, Company B, Ninth In
fantry, befalls me as his company com-

mander.
He was drowned Saturday afternoon,

April 30, 1899, while crossing the Pasig
river to repel an attack made by the in
surgents upon our lines. We were cross
ing by rafts and the one on which he took
passage was overturned; he being unable
to swim, was drowned in spite of every
effort that was made to save him.

He died in the line of hi? duty, and
every man and officer in this battalion
sends his deepest condolence, for he was
a true friend, soldier and comrade.

His body was recovered the next day
and taken to Manila, where it was buried.
He now lies in Battery Knoll, as the mil-

itary cemetery is called.
I am with deepest regards for your sor-

row, Very tespectfully,
John B. Sciioui'i'ia,

Second Lieut. Ninth Infantry, Command
ing Company IS.

KILLARNEY.

CONTINUItD IKOM I'lRST PACK.

fishing, and is mentioned as having con
ferred with James J. Coogan, Mayor Van
Wyck and others in regard to the pur-

chase of the estate by subscription. Mr.
Roche said: "I don't know but that this
matter has become public too soon. Let
it be distinctly understood, please, that I
am not the promoter of this scheme; that
I did not come to this country with my
hat held out asking for money to pur-

chase the Muckross estate. As I under-
stand it, it was the report that the estate
was to be purchased by one of the Goulds
that directed the attention of Mr. Coogan
and other Irish-America- here to this
matter, and as I was here and knew more
about the property than anybody else,
they consulted me about it. Their propo
sition seemed to be a live one, and so I
have taken an interest in it.

"There are about 10,000 acres in the
property which it is proposed to purchase,
and it embraces all the principal objects
of interest to tourists. If an individual
should acquire the property and shut it
off from the tourists it would mean the
wiping out of the Lakes of Killarney as a
resort for tourists.

"My idea would be to have the property
purchased not only by New York Irish-America-

but by Irishmen. I would
subscribe $3,000. The cost would be
$130,000. I would suggest presenting it
as a park to the 'Kingdom of Kerry,' as
we call it, but name trustees for it who
should be permanent, say, for instance,
the Mayor of New York, the Archbishop
of New York and two Irish dignitaries.
The park could be made more than self- -

supporting if a hotel were opened in the
Muckross abbey."

CEDAR GROVE,

The Commencement of This
Famous Academy and

Medals Awarded.

Tire fifty-seven- th commencement ex-

ercises of Cedar Grove Academy, Port-
land, was held in Library Hall Tuesday
afternoon, and a full house enjoyed the
splendid programme of recitations, dia
logues, music and singing of the pupils.

Gold medals were awarded as follows:
For punctual attendance, Stella' Keyes;
deportment, Alice Webb; scholarship,
Ernestine Werst; excellence, Stella
Keyes; Christian doctrine, Etta Charlton,
senior class; Frances Webb, junior class;
elocution, Jennie Edelin, senior, and
Ethel Bitzer, junior; music, Ben Stover,
first department; Nellie Cunningham,
second department; attendance, Mary
Eberhardt; good conduct, Stella Keyes
and Minnie Greenbaum.

EXCURSION TO INDIANAPOLIS.

The "Big Four Route" announces an
excursion to Iudinapolis and return for
Sunday, June 25, at the very low rate of
$1.50 for the round trip. Special train
leaves Seventh-stree- t Union Depot at 8

a. m. Returning train leaves Union
Depot, Indianapolis, at 7 p. m, Spend
Sunday at the "Hoosier Capital." Tick
ets 011 sale at city ticket office, 218 Fourth
avenue, and Union Depot, Seventh and
river.

NEW CHURCH AT EL1ZABETHT0WN.

The church of St. John the Baptist,
Elizabethtown, Ky., was dedicated by
Bishop McCloskey Monday. The cere
monies were attended by a large crowd,
and were solemn and impressive. The
choir, assisted by Misses Nellie and Liz-

zie Chase and others from Louisville,
rendered grand music.
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Will soon celebrate its anniversary, entering
upon its Third Volume. The promises made
to its readers and friends in the first issue
have been faithfully observed, and its circu-

lation has enjoyed a steady growth. This
should be increased in the future until it is
read in the home of every Irish-Americ- an in

Kentucky and adjoining States. The Ken-

tucky Irish American for the coming year
will make features of

Irish News,
Church News,
Society News, ;

Home News,
Labor News,
Sporting News.

. It is a First-Clas- s Weekly Journal which is

printed and mailed on Fridays, so that its
city readers may take advantage of the
announcements it contains and be directed
where to make their Saturday purchases.
This will result in great benefit to our
advertisers, who should remember the fact

that it has the Official Indorsement of the

CENTRAL
LABOR UNION

And the Representatives of the Trades
Unions of Louisville.

tug Subscription Price

to.

IS ONLY 81
Invariably in advance, and for this small sum

we promise, to continue to issue one of the

brighest, cleanest, newsiest Irish American

newspapers in the United States. We will

endeavor to furnish our readers a fearless,

liberal and holiest publication one that may
be relied upon for its every word.

SUBSCRIBE NOW.

Advertisers
Will serve their interests best by sending in

their copy as early in the week as possible.

They will find that advertisements placed in

this paper will be productive of the best

results, as it now has a very large circulation

among the best class of our citizens.

.

Address all Correspondence and Business Communi-

cations to the

in I! AH
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PER YEAR,
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